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intimate discourse on the dear little word "and." This was too
much for Mahler. He could not bring himself to sit it out a
moment longer; so disregarding the feelings of our host and the
surprised glances of General Piquart and the rest, we got up and
went out.
By the time we got back to Vienna my nerves were in a critical
state and I was ordered a rest-cure at Levico. I first took Mahler
to Toblach and then went to Levico with my child, I was in a
state of profound melancholy. I sat night after night on my
balcony, weeping and looking out at the crowd of gay and happy
people, whose laughter grated on my ears. I longed to plunge
myself into love or life or anything that could release me from my
icy constraint. We exchanged letters daily on abstract topics.
He got anxious about me and at last he came to see me.
I met him at Trient, but when he got out of the train I failed to
recognize him. Wishing to look his best he had gone to the barber
at Toblach before he left, and he had been given a close crop
while he read the newspaper without giving a thought to what was
going on. The sides of his head were shorn as close as a convict's
and his excessively long, thin face, deprived now of all relief, was
unrecognizably ugly. I could not get used to the transformation
and after two days he sadly departed again.
Mahler was quite without vanity about his personal appearance.
He grew a beard in his earlier years to give him an older look.
He also had enormous horn-rimmed spectacles made for him.
"So as to see in all directions." The lenses were round and
gave him a very menacing appearance. Later on, at Maiernigg,
he used to let his moustache grow because he found shaving a
nuisance.
He had been working at full pressure during the summer and
had finished the Ninth, but without venturing to call it so. In
the winter too he had kept to his usual Vienna programme,
devoting every morning to revision and orchestration.
Erich Wolfgang Korngold had played his fairy-tale cantata,
"Gold," to Mahler for the first time at Easter, 1908. I was not
present, but Mahler told me afterwards with great enthusiasm
what an impression the music of this ten-year old boy had made
on him.
Now, a year later, Julius Korngold, a musical critic and a friend
of ours, and his wife, paid us a visit and brought their son, Erich
with them. He at oace engrossed all our attention* At Mahler's
request he played some of his own compositions and played them